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Tibetan, my first remark in that tongue to a native of the land.
There was stony silence till I spoke again; then everyone burst
into roars of laughter, shouting, " Why, he's talking Tibetan,
he's really talking Tibetan! " It was rather disconcerting to
have one's linguistic efforts laughed at with such unconcealed
frankness; but it was not long before I discovered that what
tickled their sense of humour was not so much my halting
speech, as the extraordinary fact that a white man should speak
in Tibetan at all! There was among them one man in particular
who caught my eye; we asked him to visit us so that we
might continue the new talking-game. Sure enough, he turned
up in an hour's time, bringing a young Jadh with him, and
spent the rest of'the afternoon in our company. Mutual sym-
pathy developed from the start.' We found out that he spoke,
and even could write, Hindustani as well as Tibetan, and what
was still more exciting, that he was no Jadh, but came from
Poo on the Satlej, a place which stood on our itinerary for
Part Two of the expedition's programme : for it was our inten-
tion to climb at Gangotri till the rains broke and then to
cross the Ganges-Satlej watershed to a district beyond the
monsoon's influence, and passing through Poo, to attempt, as
a grand finale, the ascent of the great peak of Riwo Pargyul.
Our new-found friends seemed to have turned up providentially;
before they left our camp that day we had invited them both
to join us. The man of Poo asked for a brief delay in order
to go back and consult his wife, but promised to bring an
answer before the day was out.

In the evening he returned with the glad news that every-
thing was settled and that he and Djun Singh, his friend, who
looked as strong as a young bull, would most certainly come
with us as far and as long as we liked. As if to seal the compact,
he made me a present of a little wooden bowl with a silver base
and received a knife in exchange. His name was Odsung in his
own country; but he kept the alternative one of Ishwar Singh
for use when associating with Indians. In time he was to
become the head of our porters, and three years later both he
and Djun Singh joined us again to go to Sikkim: far-reaching
results from a chance meeting by the roadside, Ishwar Singh's
rapid decision to throw in his lot with -total strangers, for a
journey of six hundred miles, was characteristic of Tibetan
independence and love of roving.